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The Ritual 


Author's Notes: 
Lia, this one is for you :). Not your OTP, | know, but Kiko is ah... . :D 


Big thank you to Ang for a super-quick beta. 


The connecting door is always open. Just a crack, just enough to hear the sounds from the other room. 


| can hear Edu moving around. A clink of a glass against a hard surface. He drops something; it hits the carpet 
with a muffled noise. The TV comes on. The short burst of dialog sounds familiar; what is it from? Before | dig 


out the title from my memory, he switches the channels again. 


| got into the habit of not closing it all the way. Its part of the Ritual. He's never tried to close the door 


between us and | take it as his way to acknowledge the Ritual. 


We are seven weeks into the tour and on the nights when our rooms adjoin, the connecting door is always 


open. 


| shift on the bed, kick the comforter off-is it getting hot here? My eyes slide along the sliver of light that 
shines out from the gap in the door when a newscaster's voice from behind the wall breaks off mid-sentence 


and there is silence. And darkness; he turned the light off. 

| lift, leaning on my elbows, my head turned attentively towards the door. 

It usually doesn't take long. 

My eyes fall shut. 

l'm listening. 

My fingers pick at the waistband of my briefs. 

| don't want to. Not yet. Not until | hear him first . . . . 

Through the gap in the door only silence comes from his room. 

He is there, | know he is. So what the hell's he doing? 

Four nights ago he brought a girl to his room, a tall blonde with a dragon tattoo curled around her belly 
button. In a skirt that put a new definition to "short," she was flashing her belly backstage at everybody, 
whether you wanted to look at it or not. 

Apparently, Edu wanted. 

He broke the Ritual. 

But so did |. | watched him that night, his naked body casting sinuous shadows in the red neon light from 
across the street. Half-hidden behind the door, | stood with my hands gripping the door frame and | couldn't do 
anything. Not with him buried inside that girl. | wanted to be that girl, | wanted to be pinned to the bed under 
him, | wanted my fingers pulling on his hair, | wanted my tongue in his mouth. | pushed my knuckles against my 
mouth, afraid to let out a sound. | wanted it so badly. | wanted to run away, but my legs, as if screwed to the 
floor, wouldn't move. And somewhere between one thrust and another, he turned his head toward the door, 
toward me. For a second he looked straight into my eyes before he squeezed his own shut, jerked his chin up 
and dove into an orgasm. | watched him until he collapsed on top of the girl then | pulled the door shut. 

In the four days since then we've shared van rides, dressing rooms, breakfast tables, but neither of us has 
said anything, not the next day, not any other day. Today is the first night since then when our rooms are 


next to each other. 


And the door is open 


And he is in his room, with the lights off. 


And I'm waiting for his heavy breaths and an occasional muffled groan that mean he's jacking off, like | always 


do, before | let my own hand into my shorts. 

Only this time he's quiet, like he's not even in the room. But | know he's there. What's going on? 

The pillow under my head grows harder. The room grows hotter. My fingers grow impatient. 

Images of him on top of the girl flicker in my head, flashing behind my closed eyelids; the images shift, and 
now he is on top of me, his hair swiping across my face, leaving a tingling sensation on my skin. My hand 
sneaks into my boxers and soon | don't care anymore what he's doing there in his room-all | care about now is 
what he's doing to me, in my head. 

It's not gonna take long; a few more strokes and- 

My eyes snap open. There, leaning against the door frame with his arms crossed on his chest stands Edu. 
It takes a long second for me to realize that he really is there, that it's not a trick of my imagination, but 
when | finally do, my body freezes. For a moment | just lie there, not saying anything, not even blinking. How 


long has he been standing there? 


"What's up?" | break the silence, trying to coat my voice with sleepiness. Nice try. Would work better though if 
my hand wasn't still wrapped around my dick | let go of myself and wipe the sweaty palm on the sheet. 


"Were you thinking about me?" 
"Huh?" My plan to play innocent has just plummeted into the depths of hell. 
He shakes his head. "Oh cut the crap. You were, weren't you?" Is it laughter smudging his voice? 


| can still tell him he must have been dreaming and kick him out of my room, and tomorrow we wil both 


pretend again that nothing happened. Maybe things can go back to the way they were. 
"Yeah. | was." 


The moment the words leave my mouth | want to stuff them back into my throat, but then he pushes off 
the door and takes a few steps toward my bed. He's still wearing his worn-out jeans, his skin showing off 
through the holes, that he changed into after the gig tonight, but nothing else. | want to rip these jeans off 
him, but instead | roll to the side and watch him. He plants one knee on the bed, then the other one, and sits 
back on his heels. 


His hand is warm when it touches my thigh; his thumb presses down a litle, rubbing a circle on my skin 

It feels like my heart should be bouncing madly inside me. It feels like my hand should be shaking when | reach 
up to touch his face, but my fingers drawing a line along his jaw are as steady as my heartbeat. He leans in 
and for a moment we breathe in each other before his mouth touches mine. My arms wrap around him, and 
we laugh when | clumsily pull him on top of me. And it should be awkward, but it's not-it feels familiar, like 
we've done it many times before. 


| have a feeling we are going to do it again, and again. Many times. 


It looks like we've gotten ourselves a brand new Ritual. 


(end) 


